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And so the yellow lamplight dies out in the grey
of morning, in the King's Palace, over such a scene.
Scene of jostling, elbowing, of confusion, and indeed
conclusion, for the thing is about to end. Roederer and
spectral Ministers jostle in the press; consult, in side-
cabinets, with one or with both Majesties. Sister Eliza-
beth takes the Queen to the window: * Sister, see what
a beautiful sunrise', right over the Jacobins Church
and that quarter! How happy if the tocsin did not
yield! But Mandat returns not; Potion is gone: much
hangs wavering in the invisible Balance. About five
o'clock, there rises from the Garden a kind of sound;
as of a shout which had become a howl, and instead of
Vive U Roi were ending in Vive la Nation. ' Mon
DieuT ejaculates a spectral Minister, 'what is he
doing down there ?' For it is his Majesty, gone
down with old Marshal Maill6 to review the troops;
and the nearest companies of them answer so. Her
Majesty bursts into a stream of tears. Yet on stepping
from the cabinet, her eyes are dry and calm, her look
is even cheerfuL * The Austrian lip, and the aquiline
nose, fuller than usual, gave to her countenances, says
Peltier,1 * something of majesty, which they that cud
not see her in these moments cannot well have an idea
of'. 0 thou Theresa's Daughter!

King Louis enters, much blown with the fatigue;
but for the rest with his old air of indifference. Of all
hopes now, surely the joyfullest were, that the tocsin
did not yield,

1 In Toulongeon, ii. 241.